PJ 







AN? PAViY AwWAVSBs 
MY NiMESlS? 




Hi,? THI5 "TIME 1 fUuOsO 

Trig POQLrAHV NOW 
TO PLAN AN At-TSRNAT 
MSThOP OF UAYiNS MY 
HAN05 ON THAT 



NQHJ MJST Ol/TJVIT 7 

On ThEiS MBjCTMOVa AnP I 
THINK I KNOW WHAT IT vViLL 
BE/ Ari-(',W W AC *■:>.= 7^5 £7 

THAT'S THE ANSWSS/ 




OKAY. BUT TAKE IT >J 
OUT OF THE FRAME : J 
•M GOING TO Give 1 
THE FRAME TO MR. O 
KLING... WANTS TO tl 
PUT HIS SON'S PICTURE 




1 ON, THEN i I'LL BE J YOU'RE A NICE 60i' 
GLAD TO CLOSE UP ] I'LL DO YOU A 
VOUR STAND FOR j\ FAVOR SOME DAY. 
YOU I 





HM! I AM AFRAID YOU ARE 
MISttKENjMASNO ! THE 

MACHINE REVEALS NOTHING 
PFVAW6J HERE -STAND BEHIND 
THE MACHINE AND SEE FOR 
YOURSELF 




WHAT TH-! THROWT Of COURSE YOU N 
OFF THAT SWITCH ! 1 ABE ! HA,HA,HA, 
I'M BEING PINNED I HA, HAiCOULD / 
FAVT AGAINST *s.ANYTRAP BE 
THE; WALL BY SOME \ MORE \ 
^j^g KINO OF RMS]} PERFECT ?j 


ifiS^ 


Hp^ 



NOW THEN; WHERE 
16 THE FRAME THAT 
BELONGS TO THIS 
WORTHLESS ART? 



I WOULD LIKE VERY MUCH TO 
5TAY AND WATCH YOL'R 5LCW 
DEATH ! BUT I MUST GET THAT 
FRAME BEFORE SOMETHING 
HAFPcMS TO 




YOU SEE, GENTLEMEN, BEING 
BLIND -I KNOW THE BRAILE 
SYSTEM OF WRITING -AND 
THAT'5 WHAT WAS ALL 
AROUND THE PICTURE 
FRAME- 



TWA5A CLEVERLY CONCEALED METHOD THE ^ 

NAZTS USED TO REVEAL TO THEIR AGENTS IN 

AMERICA WHERE THEY HAD HIDDEN SOME OF ( 

THE MOST VALUABLE ART TREASURES THEY 

HAD 5TOLEN FROM EUROPE !I MEMORIZED 

THE WHOLE MESSAGE AND CAN GlVE IT 

to you •■ 




AIR, KLING, YOU THREE HAVE SOLVED 
A MYSTERY THAT HAD US BAFFLED _ 
FOR MONTHS ! THE THANKS OF J 
THE GOVERNMENT AS WELL 

AS THE ART LOVERS OF THE 

WORLD GO OUT TO YOU! 



SEVERAL DAYS LATER 





DON'T PRETEND YOU DON'T KNOW: WHEN THf 
GOVERNMENT GAVE ME THE REWARD MONEV, the/ 
SAID YOU TWO HAD TURNED IT OYER TO ME ISOI ' 
INVESTED (T: AMD YOU ARE SOW LIFE MEMBERS 
--YOU GET A FREE fJEW5PAPER 
EVERY MORNING 



AMO LET'S HOPS m\ 

iever see anything J 

MORE ABOUTTHE T 
CLOWN IN 



EXCEPT THE NOTICE \ 
OF HIS TRIAL, CON- 

'ICTIOfV, , 

5- AND 
[ElcCUIKW! 
EH, WHAT?/ 



The clown does get a fair trial ... but for the \ 
climax of his evil adventures to date , DON'i 
MISS ."DEATH TAKES A HOLIDAY", IN THE HBtT 
ISSUE OF FOUR FAVORiT£ COMICS .'/ ■ 



wn mm 





'WELL , WELL ! IF IT AIN'T THE") 
^HERO'S LITTLE SROTHEfW 


you SEE THE 
PAPERS ALL 
FULL OF STUFF 
ABOUT PETE, 
YOUNGSTER? 




tyPL 



YEAH ! I SEEN ALL OF IT I WANT TO SEE ) NOW * 
PIPE DOWN, VOL) MUGS. 1 YOU KNOW WHAT I 
THINK ABOUT ALLTHI5 HERO BALONEY.'AlL I 
WANT IS SOME DOUGH AND LET THeM DUMB 
JOES IN THE BATTLEFIELDS TAKE ALL THE 
MEDALS THEY WANT ! PETE MAYBE FORGETS 
TH 1 TOUGH TIME WE HAD WHEN WE WAS 
ORPHANS WITH NO DOUGH -BUT I DON'T; 







ly*- 



^>X^ 



YEAH? THERE ^ 
WONiT 8E ROOM 
ENOUGH IF YOUR 
BROTHER PETE 
KEEPS TAKJN'ALL. 
| THE SPACE.' HA, 



;>■ 



&>.' >"t^,<5^ 



/pTfv**- 



e^ 





A<b 100 MAI SURMISE, I AM AW AGENT OF THE 
IMPERIAL GOVERNMENT, PROPAGANDA 
BUREAU. I DO NOT PROPOSE THAT AN/ 
HARM BEFALL YOUR COUNTRYMEN AT ALL) 
IN FACT, I WANT 10UJO HELP OS STOP 
THIS 
BLOODSHED. 




GREETINGSj 

' PRIVATE CASEY 

HAVE YOU GOT 

flSTAT£MENT 

FOR 05 ? 



YOU HEARD 

BUT HOW CAN \ TAKE THE 
THE PLANE BE 
FUELD ALREADY? 
THERE AIN'T </ 
NOUS 1-1 TO y^jp$* 




I KNOW YOU ALL EXPECT ME TO ASK 
YOU TO 6UY /MORE BONDS .. .TO 5UPPORT 
THE WAR EFFORT. ..BUT THAT'S BALONEY. 
THERE IS NO REASON FOR THIS WAR 
THE JAPANESE ARE REALLY A PEACE 

LOVING 

PEOPLE 



THERE'S NO REASON WHY YOUR SONS 
AND HUSBANDS SHOULD 5E K/LLED ON 
THE BATTLEFIELDS OF THE WAR | 

DEMAND lHAT THIS WAR STOP ! WE CAN 
MAKE A DECENT PEACE WITH JAPAN 

WITHOUT ANY TROUBLE/ 




Next day, the highest military tribunal 
ever to court martial a wan 5}t5 in wait.,, 



I WAVE NEVER SEEN 
OR HEARD SUCH 
TREASONABLE 
TALK IN MY LIFE: 



\ AND TO THINK WE HAVF 

TO SALUTE HIM WHEN HE 

' EHTER5i.6ECAU5EHE 

' WON THE CONGRESSIONAL 

MEDAL OF HONOR.' 



[ I THINK HE'LL PULL , 
V THROUSH NOW.' 



' COULIKOULlTS, 
I TALK TO MY l 
BROTHER 

. ALONE,Pl£ASE? 



IN ANY OTHER COUNTRY, 
YOU WOULONT 8f 
ALIVE AL .' BUT THIS 15 
AMERICA. AND EVEN 
WHEN YOU MAKE A 
MISTAKE, YOU CAN SOME- 
TIMES HAVE ANOTHER 
CHANCE IP YOURE MAN 
ENOUGH TO WANT n7 




A NO 50 ANOTHER YOUNS AMERICAN LEARNED 
H?S LESSON-THE HAEO WAY' BUT Pj-JE AN? 

AL ARE TODAY PlQHTINS SIDE BY SIDE 

ALOW "THE BLOODY BUT VICTORIOUS ROAD 

THAT LEADS TO TOKYO AND PEACEf 



I BUT A* TWT INSTANT, !N A SEC2 = T C*'.'? \=' 
FAR A.VAV, A KENS Cf= iNfiteWBLB H02SQ2 '5 

TAKwa place?. 



^ GREAT SPlPlTOF THE SUN SOD, <,., 
THIS SACR:.=;C5 IN MU-V3US T2l3J7 r 




THOSE KtfJS vV£RE ¥ I l?Etf5M3ER.'ANiJ THF 
"-1^3 ?LCAT!\S rN j fJcZc iLV/AYS "OJNP 

shortly ^=t=^s:v= 5: :/v 

H6ASD TJAT ' 

aoLtJNS 

THuHDER' 





AHf THESE 
WCuEL WE 
Pi. EASE 3*i 
IN6 PKlhfK! 



5AMQUEL M3vV' 

-,AV=GJ=5TS 

Nfl THEM A R£??£SH-, 

SOV.S ?A?«yA, 



THAT'5 SfeHTMiQuELf YOUK 
5lCVCL!ST WAS KiLi-=^ '.VE 

=CJ\2 h?K i\ T^E ,v,OJNtiiM 
STBEAMfSiP YOJhEAR ANY 



if'S AiVPJLLY OKSiVTOr YOU TC 
SE SuCh A MCE HOST, SUT r 
THINK IT'S QU.TE NECESSARY 
TO CONTACT LOCAL 

AUT HppiTig5 






BUI" THIS Ti.'.'=- _'£-TN \3S ~ = ;S!ON IS TO NO AVAIL* 
•rS CAW37 '-SS 3-YASK .= "3"-= <:5CL= 0= 
.S-r\-N& 3.3L -N T,V,E TQ STJ = T>.5 &ACKlF'.CiAL 
. _^_ KN| pg pjSOM 

I DESCENDING! 




Fireworks for a Saddle Bum 



By Cliff Howe 



I SAW it happen from my own marshal's otfux 
window. This Steve Voris had just left his 
brone'at a tie bar, and now he was walking 
along the plank walk. Voris was a lanky, dark- 
haired young gent with thin, pale features that 
gave him a sickly look. A homely, stubby-tailed 
little dog capered along at Voris' heels. 

Fifty feet away, coming along the walk to- 
ward Voris. was Black Sam Mabry. Black Sam 
was a Dig, bull-like hombre with coarse, swarthy 
features. This Black Sam was a malo hombre, 
especially when he was drinking, f'd had my eye 
on him for the last hour. He was taking up most 
of the sidewalk, his shaggy head hunched for- 
ward as he peered ahead. But Black Sam was 
looking at the dog. and not at Steve Voris. 

Voris must have seen that Black Sam was on 
the prod, for he stepped from the sidewalk into 
the street to let Black Sam pass. But not the 
dog. It capered up to Black Sam. frisking and 
sniffing a! Black Sam's legs. 

Black Sam hated dogs. He whirled suddenly, 
cursing, and his hooted fool lashed out savagely. 
The foot caught the little animal under the belly, 
lifted it into the air and hurled it twenty feet 
into the street. The dog didn't get up. It lay 
there in the dust, writhing, gasping for breath. 

That made me mad and I got up and, went 
outside. Just as I went out the door. I saw Steve 
Voris fly at Black Sam. bony arms flailing. Steve 
Voris was sick, and his kicks didn't carry much 
smoke. Bui they carried c-rsosigh ot.ing to make 
Black Sam bellow with pain and anger. 

Then Black Sam swung a sledge-hammer Sst 
and smashed Voris to the ground. Voris got to 
hjs knees and Black Sam knocked him back to 
the ground. Then Black Sam kicked him as he 
lay there. 



Black Sarn turned and looked at me. He knew 
I wasn't bluffing. He looked at Voris, at the dog. 
It still lay there on the ground, whimpering 
weakly. legs twitching. Steve Voris was getting 
slowly to his feet_ There was blood on his pale 
face, and the hate and rage in his eyes were like 
a wind-whipped grass fire. 



"Hit 



Vorii 



Blai 



irled ! 



"And your lousy matt tried to bite me. I 
don't like dogs, and I don't like you. Next time 
I'll kill you both. And next time l" see you. you'd 
better be packin-' a gun!" 

Steve Voris was quiet a moment, looking at 
Black Sam. Then, very softly, he- said. "You 
fool! You stupid fool!" 



He turned, went to the whimpering dog and 
lifted it gently into his arms." Carrying the dog. 
he went along the street to his horse, mounted 
and rode slowly out of town. 

Black Sam swaggered and blustered for a 
while, bragging about what he'd do to Steve 
Voris. And what worried me. he was liable to 
do it, too. Black Sam owned a little outfit over 
west a piece! He was a troublemaker, and he'd 
killed a couple of men. managing always to stay 
inside the law. 

Like everybody- else, I liked Steve Voris. He 
was quiet, friendly, almost shy. He lived out at 
Tule Springs, ten -miles to the north. Voris was 
a pilgrim from the East who'd come here where 
the air was dry and high, to try to regain his 

AT TULE SPRINGS, pure cold water bubbled 
up from the earth at the base of towering 
gypsum-nwk cliffs. Steve Voris had built a cabin 
there and filed on a few acres of land. He'd built 
a barbwire fence about the cabin, with a white- 
painted gate in front and flowers in the yard. 

From the soft, white gypsum rock which he 
brought from the cliffs. Voris carved lifelike 
figures of various things — birds and animals and 
even trees. He sold them at small prices in sur- 
rounding towns, even shipping some of them 
East. 



Vor 



i greenhorn, but he was a sv 
.That dog of his. which he called Napole 
a friendly mutt, too. 



■:-■'.'■ 



Two days after the ruckus, I saddled my bronc 
and headed north. Black Sam was still drinking 
and poison mean, swearing he'd kill both Steve 
Voris and his dog. even if he had to go out to 
Voris' place to do it. 

I found Voris at home. He was friendly enough 
as he invited me to light down and come in, but 
he wasn't smiling. 

After I'd drunk cool water from a wooden 
bucket. Voris asked, "You (ratling somebody. 

I said, "As town marshal. I got no authority 
out here. I just come to warn you thai Black 
Sam's still on a rampage. He swears he aims 

"That so';" he murmured. 

"Yeah, that's so! I figured I was doin' you a 

"You are. and I appreciate it. You think he 
really means to try to kill me?" 



"I know it," I said. "Black Sam la bad, and 
faat with a gun. You got a gun?" 

Voris shook his head. "I wouldn't know how 
to use it if I had one. But I'm not afraid of 
Matey." 



"Yes, I want very much to live. That's why I 
came here. And because I am not- able to work 
bard like other men, I do— this." 

I looked about the room. The place was littered 
with the figures of birds, animals, even humans, 
carved from gypsum rock. They looked almost 
real enough to be alive. 

"I'm much better, now'." Steve Voris said. "I 
like it here, and' I want to stay." 

"Then watch out for Black Sam." I warned, 
"If I was you I'd stay out of town a month or 
two. It might even be a good 'idea to take a trip 
up into the hills for a while." 

"I'll stay here," Voris said quietly. 

Pretty soon I drank again from the bucket, 
went outside and got back onto my bronc. Voris 
had followed me out. 

"By go3h, I nearly forgot," I said then. "How's 
the dog makin' out?" 

Steve Voris said slowly, "Napoleon's dead. He 
died in my arms on the way home from town." 

Riding back to town, I kept thinking about 
the look that was on Steve Voris' face as he 
said that. 



VOP.IS showed up in town the next day, along 
about midafternoon. Black. Sam had finally 
gone home the night before and hadn't showed 
up again. Cut one of Black Sam's tough riders 
was in town. Pretty soon I saw him line out and 
I knew that he'd gone to tell Black Sam thai 
Voris was in town. 

Well. I'd warned the pilgrim. IT he wanted to 
commit suicide ii was his own funeral. I stayed 
in my office, figuring he'd come in to see me. but 
he didn't. He stayed in town about an hour, then 
got on his horse and rode away. 

I asked some questions, and what I found nut 
didn't make sense. Steve Voris had done con- 
siderable Talking. He'd bragged that he was in 
town looking for Biack Sam. but said he didn't 
have time to wait. So he left word thai if Black 
Sam had a bone lo pieli with him, he could do 
it nut at Tule Springs. 



I \ 



t ba 



headed north. 

I felt pretty bad. Black Sam was headed for 
Tule Springs, to kill Steve Voris, that was plain. 
Knowing he'd already killed Voris' dog wouldn't 
have stopped him. Voris wouldn't have a chance. 
He didn't even have a gun. 

That left it up to me, Bill Oldring. I high- 
tailed it to the livery, got my brone and lined 
out For Tule Springs. I rode fast, but even then 
I knew I didn't have much chance of overtaking 
Black Sam before he got there. He had too good 
a start. But maybe, some way, Voris could hold 
him up till I got there. I rode with my gun in 
hand, aiming to cut down on Black Sam if I 

But when the sun went down, and shadows 
started gathering. 1 knew I was too late. I was 
still a mile from Tule Springs. 

Then, suddenly, there was a loud explosion 
ahead. Not a gunshot, but a violent, jarring ex- 
plosion that seemed to shake the earth. I eussed 
and dug in the spurs, dreading what I would find. 

What I found gave me a jolt. Black Sam's 
horse stood spread-legged outside the yard gale. 
And just inside the gate lay Black Sam, what 
was left of him. Black Sam was dead. 

Steve Voris sat on the cabin steps, his face 
pale and quiet in the shadows. 

"What in tarnation happened?" I yelled. 

Voris said slowly, "Black Sam kicked Napo- 
leon!" , 

"Yeah, I saw him do it. But that was three 
days ago. Now the dog's dead— you told me so 
yourself. Was you lyin'?" 

"No, I wasn't tying. Napoleon's dead—and 
Black Sam kicked him again, just now. You see, 
after Napoleon died. I skinned him and stuffed 
his hide. He looked almost alive. I'd stood him 
right over there, just inside the gate. I was 
pretty sure that Black Sam. hating dogs as he 
did. and Napoleon in particular, wouldn't be able 
to resist kicking him when he saw the dog there 
in his path. And I was right." 



out. I was pretty su 
quick as he heard l 



-e and tried to figure it 

hat Black Sam Mabry. 

had happened, would 



"Wh 






that mutt 



"About half of it was sawdust." Steve Voris 
;aid slowly. "In the other half was a percussion 
■ap— and dynamite!" 




THE FEDERAL PENITENTIARY AT 
ALCAWORTH '"WHICH NOW 
HOUSES THE 5LIPPER V CAP TAIN 
NIPPOir — 

50.' CAPTAIN 

i COURAGEOUS THINKS \ 

HE HAS PLACED ME 

WHERE I SHALL NOT j 

SERVE MY IMPERIAL , 

i RULER? BUT WAIT.' 




And as the prisoners march from 
their cells for the excercise period 
...a notorious spiritualist and 
mystic precedes n1ppo ■ 
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UHSEEN BY THE GUARDS, 
NIPPO SLIPS THE SWAM! 
A NOTE.' AND THUS BEGINS 
CWEOFTtiE 1,'Z'-:' f^.'ki'iC 
ADVENTURES OF CAPTAJN 
COURAGEOUS / 




A SHORT WHILE LATER 

THE TIME HAS ARRIVED, 
5WAMI .' REMEMBER 
TO CARRY OUT AW 
ORDERS TO THE 
LETTER IN CA5E WE 
ARE SEPARATED 
YOU WILL GET 
YOUR REWARD.' 




/ BUT JOHtf I IF SOMEBODV 

/ CAN TELL U& WHAT HAPPeNED } 

TO OUR SON AFTER H 
I AlAOeTHE RAID ON 
S JAPAN -IT V/OULD BE 
( WORTH flNV PRICE.' 






NOT FAR WAV, THE SWAM CPENS TUB CAR 
POOR AND DEL!£=KA7E_y =-~:Cl' = S THE 

innocent girl dvep. the cliff / 




? msr- ^ 




sir*~^ s\ \ 







Mailed This Coupon 




